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Harriet Monroe 

THE LAUREL 

The mountain laurel moves in rosy cloud-drifts 

Over the wood's brown floor. 

Cumulous masses, 

Rounded, 

Tipped with crimson, 

Foam up from the dark green leaves. 

More and more, 

Like the sweep of bright spoil over the blue 

When the storm has gone, 

They move over and under 

The sunshine and shadow, 

Capturing the new-blown Summer 

As she walks in the wood. 

MY PORCH 

My porch stands high, 

And between the floor and the roof the apple-tree 

Shoots in its green branches. 

The blossoms are gone, 

But silver sunlight dapples the leaves, 

Andjittle apples are rounding in the shadows. 

Below me in the garden 

Young shoots make green lines in the tawny soil. 

Little peach-trees border it, 

With three dark pines behind them. 

[5] 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

And beyond, blue and green through the new-washed air, 
Curves upward the crest of a hill 
Against the pale blue sky. 

So sweet, so still — 

Hardly a breeze is blowing 

To rustle the shining leaves. 

At peace is the round, green world — 

At peace. 

Everywhere. 



THE MOUNTAINEER S WIFE 

"Twelve miles?" 

"Twelve miles — in the cool o' th' mornin'." 

"But look — such a tiny baby!" 

"He's five weeks a'ready" — she snuggled him close in her 

arms — 
"But I couldn' quite leave him with the othah children." 
"Others?" — she looked so young, 
Her milky brow and blue gentian eyes. 
"O' cou'se — six — an' Co'nelia an' Jim ah lots o' help : 
Las' wintah, when they couldn' go to school — " 
"Couldn't go to school?" 
"Coz 'twas too fah an' they had no shoes — 
See, they made these nice little baskets — 
Jus' like my big ones." 
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